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Honesty is the Best Policy 

J O JO DESIDERO was admittedly the most vicious criminal 
in the city of New York. Jo jo Desidero, the terror of 
the underworld, read for the fifth time the telegram which 
he held in his shaking hands. The missive read as follows: 

Dear Mr. Desidero: We regret to inform you that your 
Uncle Alfonso Desidero died this morning at 5 a. m. You, as 
his closest living relative, will inherit his fortune. Meet me 
at 4 o’clock tomorrow at my office. 

Sincerely, 

JOHN FREDRICS, 
Attorney at Law. 

Naturally, Jojo was elated beyond words. ''Boy, inheritin’ 
a fortune from an old duck you never seen. That’s whut I 
calls easy dough.” 

‘"Yea,” commented Ike Cyzckwisk, Jojo’s cold-blooded 
henchman, “I hear the old bird was wort’ a cool five million.” 

"Well, boys,” said Jojo, addressing his gang, all of whom 
were present, "I’m a gennulmun fum now on. No more stick- 
ups for me. I’m going straight fum now on.” 

The next day Jojo visited the lawyer’s office and took 
formal possession of his deceased relative’s fortune. 

From the lawyer’s office they drove to the Desidero man- 
sion, which held Jojo spellbound with its magnificence. "You 
mean this classy joint belongs to me?” he asked. 

"That’s right,” replied the lawyer. “You will conduct 
the late Mr. Desidero’s stock business from his private office 
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which you will find on the third floor. Johnson, here, will 
sei've as your secretary. He was secretary to the late Mr. 
Desidero, and I am sure you will find him satisfactory. He 
has had much experience in the business.” 

Jojo looked at a small wizened man who was standing a 
short distance away. He immediately formed a dislike for 
him. Something about his manner filled him with contempt. 

The next morning Jojo began his duties as the head of 
Desidero and Co. Shortly after 10 o’clock, Johnson announced 
a visitor. Jojo spat his gum into a convenient wastebasket, 
swept the wood shavings from his desk and prepared to meet 
his visitor in grand style. The door opened to admit a small, 
sallow man carrying a satchel who identified himself as Philip 
Ralfshank, a representative for Arnold and Co., a large New 
York brokerage firm. 

“Mr. Desidero,” he said, “I have come to you on a very 
important mission which is to be strictly confidential. 

“As you probably know, J. N. Meyer and Co. is on the 
blank of financial ruin. Now, we happen to know that the 
company in question owes you a considerable amount of money 
which had been due for some time, but has not been paid 
because of your uncle’s consideration for the debtor s circum- 
stances. If you will be so kind as to demand immediate 
payment of the debt, we will be grateful indeed. 

“And what do you get out o’ it?” asked Jojo. 

“Well,” replied the man, “when Arnold and Co. goes on 
the rocks we will receive a handsome bit of stock in payment 
for a debt owed to us by that company. Now here is our offer : 
If you will consent to demand payment, we will give you a 
share of the profit which we will receive. Besides this, you 
will also receive, of course, the — ” 

The sallow little man stopped short. His sentence was 
never finished. A bronze ash tray collided with his head and, 
with Jojo in pursuit, he did not stop until he had reached 
the comparative safety of the street below. 

Jojo returned to his desk in a rage. “De dirty bum ! Of 
all de double dealin’ no count stooges I’ve ever seen, he’s 
de woist.” 

At this juncture Johnson again entered to announce a 
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visitor — this time a representative from a large milling com- 
pany. 

“Mr. Desidero,” approached the man, “your firm is one 
of the chief stockholders in the Roberts Milling Co., of which 
I am a representative. I have advance information that my 
company will declare a sizable dividend this year. The 
operators of the plant have intended for this information to 
remain secret. Now, this is my proposition: If you will buy 
every share of stock on the market that you can without 
raising suspicion, you will naturally reap an immense profit. 
Of course, as the conveyor of this information, I will receive 
a small percentage of the profit. Say about — ” 

It took no sixth sense on the part of the representative 
from the F. P. Roberts Milling Co. to realize that a hurried 
exit would be very propitious at that particular moment. To 
his credit, let it be said that he probably broke the record 
for the hundred-yard dash in an attempt to escape the clutches 
of the enraged Jojo, who chased him to the door; but, being 
fairly winded from his previous exertion, terminated the 
pursuit there. There being no more callers, Jojo was allowed 
to eat his lunch in peace, after which he retired to his bed 
to take a nap. 

It was 6 o’clock when Jojo awoke from his nap. While he 
was in the process of dressing, Johnson announced that he 
was invited to the house of a business acquaintance of his 
deceased uncle. 

Jojo, dressed to within an inch of his life, arrived promptly 
at the specified time. He was admitted to a dimly-lit smoke- 
filled room. Several weak-faced men greeted him with clammy 
hands, and soon they were seated at a poker table. Things 
were going well for a while. That is, things were going well 
for Jojo, who was winning every hand. Suddenly the luck 
turned. Jojo was losing. His new acquaintances seemed to 
have all the luck. Unfortunately for the man who was sitting 
directly across from Jopo he was not quite quick enough in 
transferring a card concealed in his sleeve to the table to the 
gamblers; and, leaving them in a most embarrasing position 
under the table, Jojo left through an adjoining door. 

When he arrived at home he wasted no time in packing 
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his few belongings in a bag. As he was leaving by the front 
door, Johnson asked where he was going. 

“Back where I came frum,” answered Jo jo. “I’ve had 
enough hi’ society. People may be crooked where I came frum, 
but at least they are honest about it.’’ 

With this slightly paradoxical statement, Jo jo left the 
bewildered Mr. Johnson standing in the doorway. 

To this day Jojo still tells about his experiences in the lap 


of luxury. 

“Why did you leave in such a huff when you caught 
that guy with the card up his sleeve?” asked Ike on one 
occasion. “We cheat plenty in poker around here.” ^ 

“Sure,” answered Jojo, “but the card that guy was hidm^ 
was the same card I had up my sleeve. That guy was usin 
another deck.” 

Edffar Derryberry, 43 


Johnny Bob’s Scalp 

O NE clear, fall evening near Nashboro, a group of fron- 
tiersmen were gathered about their camp fire, finishing 
their meal of venison steaks and corn. There were 
eleven men in all, clad in the usual deerskin shirts and leggins, 
and all with their long rifles beside them. They were well 
built men with the exception of one, who was a small, tanned, 
drawn-up old fellow whom they called “Johnny Bob.” The 
men liked the old fellow very much, and also they enjoyed 
talking with him and “kidding him.” He took their kidding 
with good sportsmanship, and he in turn “kidded” them back, 
especially a fellow named Daniel Boone, and also a fellow 
named George Rogers Clark. After they had finished their 
meal the men settled themselves against logs drawn near the 
fire and they began to tell yarns of the experiences they 
had had in the past. Many were humorous but some were 
very sad. Old Johnny Bob listened with great interest, and 
now and then he would make some humorous remark which 
would set the men to howling with laughter. After many 
tales were told, the men asked Johnny Bob to tell them one, 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


7 


and with much urging he finally consented. He took a long- 
draw from his pipe, and with the reflection of the fire in his 
eyes he began to talk. 

“Wal,” he said, “I ain’t been through a lot of things, ’cause 
I can’t shoot worth a cent, and I’m always scared to get 
mixed up with anything, but one time me and Clark and his 
whole danged bunch of long-rifle men was ’sieged at a little 
fort on the Ohio by some Cherokee, and we couldn’t fight 
’em off to save our necks. We fought for five days and still 
we couldn’t drive ’em off, and still nobody came to help; so we 
was gettin’ sorta worried. I couldn’t help them much ’cause 
I couldn’t shoot worth a cent. So I thought I’d just sorta 
sneak off and bring somebody back to help us. It was a 
pretty dark night. No moon was shining, so I crawled through 
a big wash in the stockade and inched my way along slow 
and quiet like till I got to the woods. I stopped then to listen 
to see if some redskin was after me, but I didn’t hear nary 
a noise. So I eased on. 

“ ’Bout half an hour later the sun started coming up and 
by that time I was ’bout tvv'o miles from the fort. I was going 
slow to make sure I didn’t meet up with no Injun, but doggone 
if one didn’t spot me anyway. He let out a whoop, and him 
and six others started after me. I started to make a run 
for it, but they would have soon caught me; so I just got 
behind a big log and an oak tree and tried to shoot it out. 

I cain’t shoot worth a cent, but when the first one was about 
fifty yards away I let him have it right in the lef’ eye. I 
must have been lucky, ’cause I got the next one right in the 
same place with my pistol. By that time one of them scoun- 
drels got a bead on me and put some lead in my shoulder. It 
hurt like all tarnation, so I just fell over like I was dead. 
The big fellow came up, and thinking I was dead, he sliced my 
scalp right off. It sorta hurt, too, and about four hours later 
I remember coming to. I reckon I was so dried up that I 
didn’t bleed much, but, anyway, I managed to look around. 
Burned if I didn’t think I saw some men in buckskin not far 
off. I let out a yell the best I could and I ’member old Dan’l 
there coming with a bunch of his men to me. I managed to 
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say, 'Clark — Injuns — couple of miles that way,' and then I 
dropped off again. 

"Wal, sir, old Boone and his men surprised those Injuns 
and ran 'em most aU the way to the 'Lantic Ocean and back." 

Old Johnny Bob chuckled, pulled his coonskin hat off and 
showed his shiny head. He then took two scalps from his 
belt and said: 

“This here one is mine and this here one belongs to the 
Injun that took mine off'n me. You know it's a funny thing, 
but when I happened to come up on that critter a couple of 
years later I shot him in the lef eye at 'bout forty yards. 
Course, after that it warn't no hard matter to get his scalp 
off’n his head and to get mine off'n his belt." 


Dan Summit, '42 


Jack^s Delimma 


ACK COMER is one of those boys who are really very 



intelligent but never seem to know anything in their 


classrooms at school. The reason for this deficiency is 


that Jack thinks he is unable to understand anything and is 
doomed to “flunk;" therefore, he doesn't ever study. It is 
a lucky thing for Jack that his friend, Clarence Stern, figured 
out a way to break him of his silly notions. 

The final exams were drawing near and Jack had been 
notified by his teachers that he would have to make “honor 
roll" to pass his studies. Poor Jack was ready to give up. 

“Clarence," he said, “I will surely fail. I don't know 
anything about that English and Latin." 

“Oh, Jack," replied Clarence, “that is no way to talk. If 
you would only study, you would make the best grades in the 
class.” 

“It's no use, Clarence, I don't know anything about it and 
I never will.” 

Clarence was worried about his school mate. He knew 
that Jack could pass if he tried. 

One day, while Clarence was cleaning up the yard getting 
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ready for his Aunt Lucy who was coming to visit him, he 
had a bright idea. 

“Jack,” he whispered in school the next day, come over 
to my house this evening. I have a surprise for 

After school Jack went to Clarence’s house to see what he 
wanted. When Clarence saw Jack coming up the walk, he 
immediately went out to meet him. 

“Jack,” Clarence said eagerly, “my mother has a famous 
fortune teller over here, and I have persuaded her to let you 
to 

“But why should I talk to a fortune teller?” asked Jack. 
“Oh, stupid, she can tell you how you can pass your 
exams.” 

“Do you really think so?” 

“Why, sure,” replied Clarence. “Come on in.” 

Clarence sent Jack into the room vdth the fortune teller. 
She was an old, wise looking lady dressed oddly but impressive- 
ly in gypsy-like clothes. She called Jack over to her and 
asked for his hand, which she began to study with much 
irit©r©si/ 

“Ah, my boy, this is very interesting,” said the fortune 
teller. “I see you are a very intelligent boy, and you will 

have much success in school.” 

“Oh, is that so!” said Jack. “Then why am I about to 

fail everything?” 

“Fail everything! Impossible! I am the great Madame 
Zombie and I am never wrong. Ah, but maybe you are loafing. 
My boy, if you would study your lessons and halfway try, I, 
the great Madame Zombie, promise that you will have success 
in school.” 

“Honest?” said Jack, taking it all in. “Do you really 

think so?” 

“My boy, I know so.” 

Jack did begin studying and Jack did begin trying and 

Jack did pass the exams. . . „ 

“Clarence,” said Jack after the exams, “you must tell 
me how I can reach the great Madame Zombie. I want to 
thank her for telling me about my wonderful brain.” 
“Your wonderful brain, phooey,” said Clarence with a 
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^rin. 'The great Madame Zombie is my Aunt Lucy, and 
she doesn't know any more about fortune telling than you do." 

“Your Aunt Lucy! I don't understand," said puzzled 
Jack. 

“You are dumber than I thought you were. Jack. That 
fortune telling business was just a plan I thought up to 
make you start studying." 

“Well, all I can say is, Tt really did work’." 

Cliff Harrison, '43 


Sam^s First Whale 

Y oung Samuel Matthews gazed intently over the placid 
waters of the Atlantic Ocean. The gentle motion of 
the ship lulled him into a state of drowsiness. He 
turned and thoughtfully surveyed the ship. The Big Bear 
was certainly not a pretty vessel. Broad beamed and bulky, 
it was a typical whaling vessel. Whalers were built with 
an eye to carrying space, not to beauty or speed. 

Sam was despondent, as well he might be. At barely 
seventeen years of age, he was forced by the untimely death 
of his father, only six months before, to apply for a position 
as able seaman aboard the Big Bear, a whaler from Nan- 
tucket. The only reason Captain Morgan had accepted the 
boy was that he pitied him and had had a great respect for 
Sam's father, who had been a harpooner aboard his ship. 
Sam, as he was young and inexperienced, had shipped in the 
Ninety-seventh lay. That meant that for the three long 
years he would spend on the whaler Sam would receive, as 
his share, one ninety-seventh of the oil taken during the 
voyage. This would probably amount to from one to three 
barrels of oil. It hardly seemed fair. He sighed and again 
turned to look at the vast, unending sea. If only he were a 
harpooner! Harpooners, besides receiving a large share of 
oil, also received a bonus of ten pounds for each whale they 
killed. His father had been a harpooner. Perhaps some 
day he too — 

Suddenly the man stationed in the crow's nest shouted. 
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“There she blows, two points off the starboard bow/' Imme- 
diately the deck was filled with men rushing madly to their 
places beside their boats. Sam rushed hurriedly over to aid 
in lowering his boat. In a remarkably short time the boats 
were lowered and the crews ready. “Shove off," shouted the 
captain. 

Sam tugged hard at his oar, and soon the boat was skim- 
ming over the water towards the spot where the whale had 
been sighted. His heart was in his mouth as he sav/ the 
huge glistening body of the whale rise and then swiftly 
sink below the surface. 

The harpooner in Sam's boat, Ned Newton, was coiling 
the stout rope which was attached to his harpoon. This 
operation required much care and precision, because, when the 
harpoon had been thrust into the Whale and he had shot below 
the surface, the rope, if improperly coiled, would entangle the 
men sitting in the boat and drag them overboard. 

The coxswain urged his men on, and soon the boat in 
which Sam was began to out-distance the others and reached 
the spot at which the whale had been seen. Then the men 
ceased rowing and leaned upon their oars to wait until the 
whale should rise to the surface and the chase would be re- 
sumed. Suddenly, a huge shape was seen rising to the surface, 
and before the startled rowers could again begin propelling 
the boat, the huge beast turned and charged directly toward 
it. The harpooner could scarcely grasp his weapon and 
get into position when the whale was upon them, and with 
one wide sweep of his gigantic tail, the infuriated beast struck 
the frail boat. The force of his blow was so great that the 
unfortunate harpooner was swept from his feet and into 
the sea. Acting with the speed of lightning, Sam grasped 
the fallen harpoon and, with all the force of his right arm, 
drove it into the body of the whale. The wounded beast 
immediately dived below the surface, taking the harpoon 
with him. 

“Grab the line shouted the coxwain." One of the rowers 
pounced upon the end of the stout rope and tied it securely to 
one of the thwarts. All this time the boat was being pro- 
pelled rapidly over the water. The sailors clutched frantically 
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at the sides of the boat. Then the speed of the boat began 
to decrease and the huge shape of the whale was seen as 
he rose to the surface. Then turning swiftly he charged at 
the unfortunate boat. “Hard to port,” shrieked the coxswain 
as the frantic seamen endeavored to pull the boat out of the 
path of the onrushing whale. By dint of great exertion, the 
boat shot forward out of reach of the great beast. Acting 
quickly in the absence of the harpooner, Sam grabbed a 
long slender gaff and drove it with all his might through the 
outer coating of blubber and into the very vitals of the whale. 
The wounded animal, weakened by this last mortal thrust, 
sank below the surface. An hour later the body of the dead 
whale rose, and the yells of the jubilant seamen could be 
heard across the water. 

“If there’s one barrel in her, there’s a hundred,” shouted 
the captain as he saw the carcass of the dead whale being 
towed toward the ship by his seamen. There was much 
rejoicing aboard the Big Bear that night, and the cential 
figure of these celebrations was none other than Sam 
On looking up from a group of excitedly talking seamen, Sam 
discerned the captain walking toward the group. In his hand 
he carried a harpoon. The sailors rose as the captain ap- 
proached and addressed himself to Sam. 

“Sam,” he said, discarding all formality, '‘you have this 
day earned the admiration and the respect of every honest 
seaman aboard the Big* Bear, including myself. Therefore 
accept this token of our gratitude. Also, it is my pleasant 
duty to inform you that since Harpooner Thomas Coffin, 
God rest his soul, was killed in action today, you will "t^ke 
his place as harpooner; that is, of course, if you are willing.” 
Sam was so overjoyed that he could hardly speak, but finally 
succeeded in expressing his thanks to the captain. Thereupon 
the crew burst into hearty cheers. Sam turned and was about 
to retire in triumph to his bunk when the captain stopped him. 
“Read the inscription on the shaft,” he commanded. Sam 
drew closer to a lantern which was hanging to the mainmast, 
and read with difficulty the name, Roger Matthews. It was 
his father’s harpoon— the harpoon with which he had killed 
his first whale. Edgar Derryberry, ’43 
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Crash! 

T he drone of a powerful automobile engine broke the 
silence of the night. Spedily, the headlights arced 
around a half-mile curve on a lonely stretch of highway 
outside Memphis, Tennessee. 

Behind the wheel sat seventeen-year-old Barry Webster, 
with the accelerator hard against the floorboard. 

This was his dad’s new car. A ’forty-two model which, 
he proudly told his friends, carried a hundred and sixty horse- 
power engine. Also, he explained that the salesman had told 
him it should do a hundred and twenty on level ground. To- 
night he was going to find out. 

Expectantly he glanced first at the speedometer, then at 

the road. 

Steadily the speedometer rose, parallel with the deep dron- 
ing of the powerful engine. The sound was pleasing to Barry. 
Low, smooth, powerful, it reverberated through the car and 
his body, making him feel almost a part of it. Eighty, ninety, 
ninety-eight. The motor had risen to a high crescendo, and 
objects at either side of the road were a blur. A slight smile 
flickered across his face as he realized he was on a grade 
and he couldn’t miss his goal of a hundred and twenty on the 
other side. 

It might have been a nail on the road ; it could have been 
the high temperature inside the tires created at high speed, 
or possibly a combination of the two which caused the blowout, 
but Barry never knew. 

'The rear wheels were sliding on the gravelled shoulders. 
Frantically he attempted to straighten it. There was a sick- 
ening crash and all was quiet. 

A short way off the road the car lay on its top, bent, 
scraped, crushed to an unbelievable shape. It had rolled 
possibly five turns sideways down the road. This had 
rounded off the top and the openings which used to be win- 
dows were bent to about half the original size. 

By a miracle, on the inside, Barry slowly regained con- 
sciousness. He lay in the back of the car -with the rear 
seat diagonally across his body. His right arm rose to remove 
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the seat, but the sickening pain stopped it short. Half con- 
scious, he realized it was broken. He sat up painfully and 
wiped his face with his good left hand. It came away sticky. 
Horror stricken, for the sight of blood always frightened him, 
he felt his shirt, his trousers, and all were sticky like his 
face. Again he felt his head and found the long, clean opening 
down his left cheek and neck. 

Frantically, he felt in the darkness for the door handle, 
brought it down and pushed. 

“Must be stuck. Why did I have to ruin new car. Dad’ll 
never forgive . . .” 

Tears ran down his cheeks, particularly from pain, par- 
tially from fright, as he turned to the other door. This he 
tried with the same result. 

“Can’t stay here . . . gotta get out . . . glad nobody with 
me. Got to open a door.’’ 

Slowly he forced himself under the top of the front seat. 
Half way under, his body pressed against the broken arm 
and his body relaxed. Some minutes later he regained con- 
sciousness. Weaker now, he slowly got under the seat, re- 
membering not to use his right arm. Quickly he tried the 
front door on the left, but this was exactly like the other 
two, tightly mashed shut. He felt the windshield on both 
sides. Most of the glass was out, but he realized that the 
top had been pushed down too far to allow his body to pass 
through. 

“Must be some way . . . can’t bleed to death . . . gotta get 
help . . . gotta find . . .” 

Lying in the darkness, half conscious, he kicked weakly 
against the other door. 

His strength gone from the loss of blood and the pain 
of the broken arm, he soon was unconscious. 

Early morning sunlight shone brightly through a bedroom 
window. Barry opened his eyes, blinked, and rose on one 
elbow. 

His body was covered with cold perspiration. The covering 
was one big pile from his nervous sleep. He got out of bed and 
ran down the hall to the window. There in the garage was 
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the car, its shiny finish reflecting the early morning sun- 
light. . 

His father called, “Son, will you be a little quieter, please. 

It’s only 6 o’clock. 

“All right sir,” Barry said, as he rubbed his eyes and 
blinked at the car. 

Cautiously he moved his right arm, half expecting to feel 
the pain again. Quickly his hand went to his head, and he 
stared wild-eyed as it came away without blood. 

“A dream! Well I’ll be darned!” he said, staring at the 
glistening car again, to be sure it was really there. 

“Wonder if a wreck could be that horrible. Anyway, it’s 
a cindh I’m not going to find out. What do I care if it will 
or won’t go a hundred and twenty.” 

Walking back to the bedroom he whistled softly. Getting 
in bed he shuddered as he saw himself again lying unconscious 
in the wreckage. 

“You know, the new car sure is a beauty, isn t she, dad? 
“Certainly is. Now go to sleep, son.” 

Dickey Thomas, ’42 



We sell all kinds of 

BOOKS 

189 Eighth Avenue, North 
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It has always been the duty of all students to do their 
work and to do it to the best of their ability. It is their 
duty to their parents and to themselves. During the past 
years some have sadly neglected this duty many times. Now, 
however, we are entering on a new era. Things arenT going 
to be the same. The time for work, and for hard, steady work, 
is at hand. The soldier does his part by fighting and perhaps 
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dying* on a distant battlefield. The laborer does his part by 
working to make the necessary weapons with which the 
soldier must fight. The duty of the student is to strive hard 
to do good work in his studies. This is perhaps one of the 
most important duties of all, and we must not shirk it. The 
spirit of the boys at M. B. A. this year shows that they are 
prepared to do their duty and to do it well. 


This year the enrollment of the Academy has been doubled. 
The new students are almost in the majority; but the old 
M. B. A. spirit still prevails. The old students have imparted 
the right spirit to the new ones who have grasped the ideas 
and customs of the Academy and are helping to carry them 
to even a higher level. Without this splendid cooperation 
and general good feeling the progress of M. B. A. would have 
been doubtful. But with such a fine class of new boys to carry 
on the traditions and standards of former days, surely M. B. A. 
cannot fail. We take each of you as one of us now and count 
on you in every endeavor and enterprise. You boys are a 
real part of the school; the essential element, the backbone. 
Briefly, we are proud of you. Montgomery Bell is on the up- 
grade. But now, as before, the spirit is the thing. As some 
schools live on endowment, so M. B. A. lives on spirit. With 
this all-important factor so prevalent, the future has great 
possibilities for M. B. A. 
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Football 

Losing many stars by graduation, it was doubtful that 
M. B. A. would come through the season without being se- 
verely beaten by some of the powerful teams it was to play. 
However, Coach Allen managed to come up with another great 
earn. In fact, it was rated by Litkenhouse as the best team 
in the state. They beat Morgan, C. M. A., McCallie and 
Castle Heights. All these were powerful teams. They were 
beaten by Baylor and tied by Knoxville Central. 

The first team was as follows: Cox, Johnson, Corbitt and 
Dickerson in the backfield; Blackwood, Harris, Owen, Capt. 
Maddux, Jones, Harvey and Washington in the line. The 
substitutes were McCabe, Carter, Summitt, Lynch, Chilton, 
Anderson, Payne, Webb, Davis, Frierson, Hewitt, Jeffords' 
and Cooper. ’ 


M. B. A., 33; MORGAN, 7 

M. B. A. opened their 1941 football season with a 33-to-7 
victory over Morgan Prep on the M. B. A. field. On the first 
play after the opening kickoff, E. W. Cox, M. B. A. wingback 
took the ball on a reverse and ran 65 yards for a touchdown! 
M. B. A. led 13 to 0 at the half. Morgan scored their only 
touchdown on a pass in the third quarter. The standouts 
for M. B. A. were Blackwood, Washington, Cox, and Harvey. 
Cox scored two touchdowns, Johnson two, and Carter one! 
The M. B. A. second team played some of the game. 
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M. B. A., 24; C. M. A., 6 

M. B. A. avenged last year’s tie game with C. M. A. by 
beating them 24 to 6. M. B. A. was ahead all the way, scoring 
two touchdowns in the first quarter. C. M. A. tallied their 
lone touchdown in the second quarter on a fifteen-yard run 
by Pierce. They never seriously threatened to score after 
that. In the last quarter Harvey intercepted a C. M. A. pass 
and streaked thirty yards for a touchdown. Captain Maddux, 
Owen, Harvey, Cox and Johnson played outstanding games as 
usual. Johnson scored two touchdowns; Cox and Harvey 
scored one each. 

M. B. A., 0; KNOXVILLE CENTRAL, 0 

In the third game of the season M. B. A. was held to a 
0 toO tie by Knoxville Central. M. B. A. made 15 first downs 
to Knoxville Central’s 3. Knoxville threatened only once, 
early in the second quarter, when they advanced the ball to 
the M. B. A. one-yard line, but they were held on downs. 
After that they never got inside the M. B. A. 35-yard line. 

M. B. A. twice advanced the ball inside the Knoxville 
5-yard line but failed to score either time. Once with the 
ball on the 2-yard line and goal to gain, M. B. A. lost the 
ball on a fumble. Another time M. B. A. was on the Knoxville 
3-yard line. M. B. A. was penalized 5 yards for too much 
time out. Then on a fake field goal Cox caught a pass from 
Carter and was tackled on the 2, failing to make a first down 
by inches. 

Two other times M. B. A. carried the ball inside the 
Knoxville 15, but failed to score. Johnson was the ground 
gainer for M. B. A., but the whole team played well. Mauk 
stood out for Knoxville Central. 

M. B. A., 19; McCALLIE, 0 

M. B. A. played their first game away from home as they 
beat McCallie in Chattanooga, 19 to 0. It rained and sleeted 
during the whole game, but the ground was not muddy owing 
to the good stand of grass that was on the field. McCallie 
never seriously threatened. M. B. A. scored in every quarter 
except the last. Cox scored two touchdowns and Corbitt one. 
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^rris, Maddux, and Cox were the standout performers for 

M. B. A. 


ivi. A., b; BAYLOR, 13 

M. B. A. was handed its only defeat of the year by Baylor. 
The game was played in a driving rain which slowed things 
up considerably. Baylor scored on a long touchdown drive 
quarter. M. B. A.’s only touchdown came in 
the third quarter on a forward pass to Washington, who 
lateralled to Cox. Cox then ran sixty-five yards for a touch- 
down. Baylor scored their second touchdown in the third 
quarter by a fifty-yard run by Duffey. The fourth quarter 
was just a punting duel. Each team would run the ball for 
three do'ras, then punt. Handicapped by the mud the fleet 

unable to get started. Harris, Owen 
and Dickerson were the stars for M. B. A.; Duffey stood out 
for Baylor. 


M. B. A., 39; CASTLE HEIGHTS, 6 

u revenge for the defeat Castle Heights 

handed them two years ago reminded the old timers of the 
^eat M. B A. teams of ’25 and ’26, as they won from Heights 
by 39-6. Opening up in the very beginning of the game, the 
Maroons began to roll. Johnson scored on the eighth play 
of me game and Harvey kicked the extra point. From then 
^ R was M. B. A. all the way. They were never stopped. 
M. B. A. scored twice more during the first half. Dickerson 
^ught a pass from Johnson and ran ten yards for a touch- 
down. Immediately afterwards Cox dodged and squirmed his 
way for 70 yards. Cox, Dickerson, and Blackwood scored 
m the last half. Macnosh tallied in the fourth quarter for 

eights. M. B. A. stars were numerous; Dickerson was the 
standout, however. 

The game scheduled with Georgia Military Academy of 
Atlanta as the final game of the season was cancelled by 

G. M. A. because of the prevalence of the polio epidemic at 
the time. 

THE COOTIES 

The Cooties, coached by Prof. Marion Wicht, finished the 
season with only one defeat. Although the team was lighter 
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than usual, it made up for this in speed and drive. They 
beat Isaac Litton’s B team decisively. The weak after that 
they were tied in a bitter battle with Castle Heights^ B’s. 
They then defeated B. G. A. and the West Hoodlums, but 
were beaten by a much larger West High B team. 

The members of the squad were as follows: Sanders, 
Shillinglaw, Charles Robinson, Ben Robinson, Hibbett, Hunt, 
Barton, Blair, Howell, Whitson, Farrar, Doubleday, Mosby, 
Rodgers, Hutton, B. Dillon, Baker, McKeand, Elam, Cherry, 
Stroud, Manier, Smith, Hewitt, Bailey, Owsley, Buntin, Gage, 
Lewis, McDonald, Odom, Derryberry, Embry, Whitsitt, 
Warner, Douglas and Seiferd. 

The schedule was as follows: 

Cooties, 21; Issac Litton, 6. 

Cooties 21; Isaac Litton 6 

” 0; Castle Heights 0 

13; B. G. A 0 

’’ 0; West High 12 

21; West Hoodlums 0 

TPIE MICROBES 

The Microbes had a very successful season this year under 
the excellent coaching of Mr. Neil Cargile. The Microbes 
had one of the largest numbers of boys out for the team in 
several years. They won six out of their eight games this 
year, losing onlj^ to the Cootie third team and being tied by 
Woodmont. The members of the Microbe squad were: J. 
McAlister, B. Mathews, Benagh, B. Currey, E. Leverette, 
Griscom, Atkinson, Adams, E. Harris, Bass, Cole, Diehl, 
Purks, Goodloe, Meiers, Ragland, Keith, R. Bearden, W. 
Bearden, Ferguson, Waller, Trousdale, Carruthers, Morgan, 
Cargile, Ottenville, Bowen, Keeble and E. Matthews. 


Microbes 


19; Stokes 0 

14; Woodmont 0 

42; Robertson Academy 0 

27; Palmer 0 

7; Woodmont 7 

14; West 0 
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xiic A uuioaii jBanquet 

The food for the banquet this year was, as usual, plentiful. 
The boys ate till they could hold no more. Mr. Ball presided, 
and after talking a few minutes, he called upon Coach Allen 
a few members of the team to speak.’ 
After the speech-making Bob Rule presented Washington, 
Maddux and Cox with All-City footballs, and the squad pre- 
sented Coach Allen further additions to his silver chest, 
hus ended the banquet and a successful football season. 


Basketball Prospects 

The basketball prospects for ’42 seem fairly promising 
even though such stars as Drumwright, Ball and Maclendon 

Jettermen returning are Black- 
wood, Maddux, Owen, Cox and Lynch. The new boys are 
Dickerson, Johnson, Corbitt, Hewitt and Sanders. All in all 
It looks as if the team will have a successful year and will be 
ready by tournament time. 


I 
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Montgomery Bell Academy start- 
ed its 1941-1942 school year with 
its largest enrollment in many 
years,. This year the faculty is 
composed of five teachers who 
were with us last year, and five 
new teachers. The new teachers 
are: Mr. Rufus T. Cornelius, who 
has B.A. and M.A. degrees from 
Vanderbilt University, was on the 
teaching staff of the Wallace Uni- 
versity School for sixteen years; 
Mr. Stan Cutchin, who has a B.A. 
degree from Murray State Teach- 
ers College and an M.A. from 
George Peabody College, was 
formerly with Blytheville, Arkan- 
sas School; Dr. C. M. Lancaster, 
who has a B.A. degree from How- 
ard College, and from Baliol Col- 
lege, Oxford University, also an 
M.A. degree from Indiana Uni- 
versity and from Oxford Univer- 
sity. Mr. Lancaster is in the 
Romance Language Department of 
Vanderbilt University; Dr. P. T. 
Manchester, who has a B.A. from 
Park College, an M.A. from Van- 
derbilt University and a Ph.D. 
from Peabody College. Dr. Lan- 
caster has charge of our French 
department. Dr. Manchester of 
our Spanish work. 

Dr. Lancaster formerly taught 
French at the University of In- 
diana and was assistant professor 
of Romance languages at Howard 
College. He obtained a D.Lit. at 
Oxford University. His book, 
‘'Saints and Sinners in Old Ro- 
mance,” will be published shortly. 
It is a translation of twelfth cen- 


tury French and Anglo-Norman 

Romances into poetry. 

* * * 

The officers of the classes and 
the school committee men for 
1941-1942 are as follows: 

THIRD FORM 
Pres. James Griscom, 

Vice-Pres. Bobby Cherry, 

Sec, Tom Mitchell, 

School Committee, 

Charles Robinson. 

FOURTH FORM 
Pres. James Corbbitt, 

Vice-Pres. Bunn Rhea, 

Sec. George Pa 3 me, 

School Committee 
Greer Frierson, 

Billy Dillon. 

FIFTH FORM 
Pres. Billy Leverette, 

Vice-Pres. Bobby Chilton, 

Sec. B. K. Hibbett, 

School Committee 
Jimmy Wood, 

B. K. Hibbett, 

Billy Leverette. 

SIXTH FORM 
Pres. Dan Summitt, 

Vice-Pres. E. W. Cox, 

Sec. Billy McCabe, 

School Committee 
Robert Washington, 

Ed Maddux, 

Charles Sanders, 

Dan Summitt. 

School committeemen selected 
from the school at large are as 
follows: Wm. Harvey, Sammy 
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Howell, Jimmy Johnson and Ben 
Doubleday. 

The officers of the school com- 
mittee are: Dan Summitt, Pres.; 
EL W. Cox, Vice-Pres.; Billy 
McCabe, SecY-Treas. 

* * * 

The Women^s Auxiliary gave us 
a swell dance in the gym on 
November 28. The officers of the 
auxiliary are: Mrs. Maclin Davis, 
President; Mrs. Hearn Bradley, 
Vice-President; Mrs. Brownlee 
Currey, Treasurer; and Mrs. 
Barron Seiferd, Secretary. 

Washington was there leading 
the square dance. 

* :k 

Mr. James T. Granbery is 
Chairman of the Board of Trus- 
tees; Mr. Horace G. Hill, Sr., is 
Vice-Chairman; and Mr. Brownlee 
Currey is Secretary. Other mem- 
bers of the Board of Trustees are: 
Messrs. George Hearn, Edwin 
Keeble, Sydney Keeble, Fred 

Greve, Richard Lindsey, John 
Ferguson, Edwin Craig, Maclin 
Davis, Lawrence B. Howard, Paul 
Roberts, Alfred Sharp and Vivian 
Tupper. 

sfc * * 

This year, the lunch room is on 
a new program with Mrs. Allen 
in charge. A great deal of im- 
provement has been seen. 

« * 4: 

With Dr. A. T. Sikes in charge, 
a very modem medical examina- 
tion and treatment room has been 
built in the gymnasium. 

* * 4 : , 

Also under construction at the 
gymn are new lockers. The stu- 
dent body is anxiously awaiting 
their completion. 

* 4 : 4 : 

In this department are several 
poems written by the students. We 
think they show promise for the 
future fame of M. B. A. boys. 

* * !)! 

Under the supervision of one of 
the best friends M. B. A. ever had, 
new driveways and parking spaces 
have bean constructed this year. 
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Thank you, Howard Allen, for 
greatly relieving the traffic prob- 
lems at M. B. A. 

* * * 

Mrs. Murray is a welcome ad- 
dition to the business staff at 
M. B. A. She is taking care of 
all the office work very well. 

4: 4c 4; 

Under Mr. WichPs supervision, 
the laboratory has been greatly 
enlarged. It is now one o-f the 
most complete in the South. 

* * 4: 

The Board of Trustees has an- 
nounced that Mr. Davidson is now 
Assistant Headmaster. He has 
filled that post for the better 
interests of the school since the 
beginning of the '41-^42 year. 

4e 4: 4c 

GUESS WHO 

I have a teacher whose name I 
won't tell; 

She hollers, she screams, she gives 
me hell — 

She acts very mean. 

But she's really a scream — 

This teacher whose name I won't 
tell. 

This teacher is really my pride 
and joy; 

She has the heart of each M. B. A. 
boy — 

You must play right, you must 
be fair 

Or she will pull out all of your 
hair — 

This teacher whose name I won't 
tell. 

You may find her just any old day 
Full of laughter, fun and play. 
She really is happy and very 
, jolly, 

And she's my all-time girl, by 
golly — 

This teacher whose name I won't 
tell. 

Chas. Sanders, ’42. 

4c 4: 4t 

This year as is customary, the 
literary societies are being carried 
on as regular parts of the school's 
English courses. These societies 
are actively engaged in reading, 
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But still his mind is keen and 
sharp, 

Advice and counsel sage; 

And when the day is waning 
And the village work is done 
The townfolk meet to hear his 
tales 

As he basks in the setting sun. 

“Few still alive remember 
Those years so long ago, 

When streams of hardfought 
Southern blood 
Reddened the winter^s snow, 

And how the heroic boys in gray 
Marched through cold and heat 
That the cause for which they gave 
their all 

Might never see defeat. 

‘T know Twas many years ago; 
The Southern cause is dead; 

But many a Northern soldier felt 
The bite of Southern lead. 

The Stars and Bars shall fly again; 

I vow this will be so, 

And then the South, and only then. 
Shall her rightful vengeance know. 

“The just and noble conqueror 
Is merciful and kind, 

Just as the kindly huntsman 
Who spares the wounded hind; 

But not so with our enemy. 

That cruel Northern band, 

Who ruthlessly have burned our 
homes, 

Laid waste our fertile land. 

“Again the South shall meet the 
test, 

This time she shall not fail; 

For bums in every Southern breast 
The spirit to prevail. 

The enemy may laugh and scoff 
At this ambition now. 

Some day their caps they’ll humbly 
doff — 

To the C. S. A. they’ll bow.” 

Edgar Derryberry, ’43. 

* * 

Prof. Wicht: “Jones, what is a 
quadrilateral ?” 

Jones: “It’s a triangle, which 
has four sides.” 

* ;lk 

Professor Wicht: “Jones, what 
is a vacuum?” 

Jones: “I have it in my head, 
but I can’t remember. 


Mr. Smith: “What is that awful 
smell in this post office?” 

Mr. Jones: “Don’t you know?” 

Mr. Smith: “No.” 

Mr. Jones: “It’s the dead let- 
ters.” 

* ♦ * 

One day a teacher asked one of 
his pupils what caused the North- 
ern lights. After thinking a min- 
ute the boy replied: 

“I know, but I can’t remember 
it right now.” 

The teacher looked at the boy 
in great sorrow and replied, “What 
a pity! you are the only man that 
ever knew, and now you have for- 
gotten.” 

4: « 

Mrs. Ball: “Shillinglaw, how do 
you spell occur?” 

Shillinglaw: “0-c-u-s-s-h-e-r.” 

Mrs. Ball: “That is wrong.” 

Shillinglaw: “Well, that’s what 
Rodgers said.” 

4: * 4: 

Do you know how the moron 
caught the rabbit. Well, he hid be- 
hind a bush and made a noise 
like a carrot. If you want to 
know how to make a noise like a 
carrot, ask Rodgers. 

4: 4: * 

Little boy: “Mother, I have 
brought you some flowers.” 

Mother: “Thank you Jimmy.” 

Little boy: “Mother, I can get 
you some more.” 

Mother: “Where can you get 
them?” 

Little boy: “Oh, on a door down 
the street, there is a big bunch 
with a white ribbon tied around 
them. 

* 4: it 

One day Chilton was driving to 
his farm with a load of fertilizer. 
On his way out, he met Wood. 

Wood asked him, “What are you 
going to do with that stuff, 
Bobby?” 

Chilton replied, “I’m going to 
put it on my strawberries.” 

Wood said, “That’s funny; I al- 
ways put sugar and cream on 
mine.” 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


27 


Prof. Davidson: “Anderson, did 
you get a haircut yesterday as 
you said you would ?’^ 

Anderson: “Oh, yes sir.” 

Prof. Davidson: “Funny, I can’t 
seem to find your ears.” 

^ :k 

Math 3 class: “How many prob- 
lems will we have Friday on the 
test?” 

Prof. Cutchin: “You will have 
eleven problems, ten to be worked, 
one to be omitted.” 

Travis: “Can we leave out 

any?” 

* 5(t * 

Husband: “You know, I’ve 

found that the biggest fools have 
the most beautiful wives.” 

Wife: “Why, darling, you 

flatter me.” 


If an appendectomy is the tak- 
ing out of one’s appendix, and a 
tonsilectomy is an operation on 
ones tonsils; then, what does one 
call an operation on one’s head?” 

One gets a haircut, doesn’t 
one? 

* * sic 

Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha. 

Silly, isn’t one? 

^ sic sic 

There is no such thing as a 
new joke. You try making a new 
one and see. There are many old 
jokes in different garbs which are 
constantly being repeated. If any 
of the jokes in this “column” used 

by permission of Alter Inchell, 

bear any resemblance to any jokes 
living or dying, the resemblance 
is purely repetitional. If any of 
the jokes are funny, that’s miracu- 
lous. The “Locals” Editors. 
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We regret to see that Edward 
M. Wrenne, an old graduate of 
M. B. A. of 1898. .died on De- 
cember 5, 1941. For several years 
he was a member of the Nashville 
City Council. He had also been 
active in the affairs of the As- 
sociation of American Railroads, 
and had served on the perishable 
freight committee and as chairman 
of the Southern Demurrage Bu- 
reau. 


An appointment of great inter- 
est is that of J. C. Bradford, ’09. 
He was chosen by New York of- 
ficials as vice-president of the 
New York Stock Exchange. The 
students extend their congratula- 
tions. 


We are very happy to see the 
promotion of John A. Ball, ’25, 
son of Professor and Mrs. Isaac 
Ball. He w’as appointed command- 
ing officer of headquarters squad- 
ron of the Third Air Force, and 
also a captain’s commission ac- 
companied his appointment. The 
promotion of Lt. John Ball was 
made in November. 


Another very interesting new^s 
item is an undated cable from 
Harold B. Whiteman, Jr., ’35, to 
his mother, Mrs. Harold B. White- 
man. In the cable he told her 
that he had arrived safe on the 
African coast on a Pan-American 
airw’ays, African limited, expedi- 
tion by plane. Harold Whiteman, 


on leaving M. B. A., afterwards 
w^ent to Yale,. At Yale he received 
his Phi Beta Kappa key and was 
a very outstanding student there. 
He was captain of the football 
team last year at Yale. 


In addition to those of our num- 
ber, Jerry Mills, ’38, and Marion 
Webb, ’40, already at Annapolis, 
Dorris Kelly, ’41, and Dan Summitt, 
’42, have both received Annapolis 
appointments. We think there 
should be little doubt about their 
acceptance. 


During the summer, General 
Frank Maxwell Andrews, ’01, ap- 
pointed during the spring in charge 
of all the Panama defense, was 
placed in charge of the entire 
Caribbean area, a command of 
great responsibility. 


James M. Avent, ’15, an officer 
in American Expeditionary Force 
of the first World War, and since 
then in the service of the Stand- 
ard Oil Company in China, is at 
home on a furlough. He has made 
several visits to the academy dur- 
ing his stay. 


Bromfield G. Nichol, ’20, is a 
Lieut. Com. in the aviation of the 
navy, and is at present attached 
to the Asiatic fleet. 


Douglas Lambeth, ’33; Charles 
Simpson, ’33; Jack Foley, ’39, who 
have been training at Northwest- 
ern for naval service, are on duty 
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we read, have been elected offi- 
cials of the Bachelors^ Club: 

Billy Killebrew, ’24, president; 
Louis Phillips, ’25, vice-president; 
David Proctor. Jr., ’34, secretary- 
treasurer. 


We had the pleasure of a visit 
from Dr. Merrill Moore, ’20, who 
for some days was in Nashville on 
the death of his father-in-law. Dr. 
Adam G. Nichol. 


Dr. Moore spent a morning with 
us, recalling his student days, visit- 
ing a number of classes,. He then 
made a very pleasant talk to us 
at the assembly period. 


Lieut. Col. Dick Cleaves, ’09, of 
the intelligence department o-f the 
30th Division, stationed at Camp 
Jackson, Columbia, S. C., was in 
Nashville recently on a brief visit. 


Richard Shillinglaw, ’39, has 
been elected captain of the Vander- 
bilt tennis team for this year. 


Robert Jakes, ’24, formerly U. S. 
consul in Nova Scotia, has been 
transferred to Bahia, Brazil. 


Howard Frost, ’38, has been 
drafted for naval service. He has 
been employed, since graduation, 
at the Third National Bank, and 
at present is on government serv- 
ice at the Custom House. 


The marriage of Edwin R. Frost, 
’32, and Miss Willodeen Frazer 
Colson took place at Wightman 
Chapel, Nashville, on January 14. 


now with the Pacific fleets and 
stations. Harry Mittwede, ’35, will 
follow them shortly on a similar 
course at New York. Allan Wash- 
ington, ’38; George Langham, ’36, 
and others, preferring the aviation 
service, are training as cadets at 
various fields. 


Spencer Shropshire, ’32, and 
Howard Butler, ’32, received their 
lieutenant commissions during the 
summer in the 105th Squadron at 
Columbia, S. C. Besides these 
there are many others of recent or 
earlier graduation, engaged either 
in the military or the defense serv- 
ice of our country. 


Wm. F. Wright, ’36, who last 
June received a post-graduate 
scholarship in the technological 
school at Harvard, and Robert L. 
Bentien, ’41, who won last June 
one of the regional scholarships at 
Yale, are reported very highly in 
the records they are making. 


We wish to express here the ap- 
preciation of all of us, individually 
and collectively, of the fine work 
that is being done by Tom Little, 
’15, the cartoonist of the Nashville 
Tennessean. His drawings are 
readily recognized, and usually hit 
the nail directly on the head. We 
do not think there is better work 
being done of that sort by any 
cartoonist, at any rate, in the 
South. 


Starring in the social activities 
of the city are the following who. 
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I EXCHANGES 


During the first term we were 
unable to- obtain as many copies 
of other school papers are we de- 
sired. After the publication of the 
Bulletin we will send copies to 
other schools and hope to obtain 
more papers from them before the 
next publication of the Bulletin. 

♦ * « 

We wish to thank the following 
school papers for their courtesy: 
The Boys’ High Tatler, the Boys’ 
High, Atlanta, Georgia; The Dar- 
hngtonian, the Darlington School, 
Rome, Georgia; The Kentucadet, 
the Kentucky Military Institute, 
Lyndon, Kentucky; The Tornado, 
me McCallie School, Chattanooga, 
Tennessee; The College News, 
Murray State College, Murray, 
Kentucky; The Whitworth Whistle, 
Whitworth College for Women, 
Brookhaven, Mississippi; The Ora- 
cle, the Webb School, Bell Buckle 
Tennessee; The Pilot, Thomas Jef- 
ferson High School, Port Arthur, 
Texas. 

* « * 

Of the papers we received The 
Oracle was the best all-around pa- 
per. Much work must have been 
put into this paper. The makeup 
IS very good and it is laid out 
in a very good, readable way. No 
certain part of the paper is out- 
standing, but every part is very 
interesting. 

* * 

■The Pilot is a paper which is al- 
ways good. We have been receiv- 
ing it for several years and it has 
always ranked very high with us. 
We think the way that they head 
their different columns is unique. 
Instead of heading them as most 
other papers do, they use original 
headings such as Anchorage” for 
their editorials, and “Port o’ Call” 
for the exchange column. 

* :ii 

Ted Srygley, an alumnus of 


M. B. A., is Superintendent of 
Schools at Port Arthur. 

* * * 

“The Boys’ Tatler,” which is very 
proud of their great football team, 
devoted much of their paper to 
sports. It contained a very good 
sport column entitled “Sport 
Spots.” 

« « « 

The College News is the only 
college paper we received. It is 
very much like a daily paper,. It 
was awarded the honor of being 
the best all-around college paper 
in Kentucky by the Kentucky In- 
tercollegiate Press Association. It 
was also awarded honors for the 
best column, new story, advertise- 
ment, and editorial. We wish to 
congratulate you on such a fine 
paper. 

* * * 

The Kentucadet is a paper fea- 
tured with excellent pictures. In 
one edition there were seventeen 
pictures. Ten of these were foot- 
ball pictures, some of players, 
others of games. K. M. I. is very 
proud of their football team, which 
just completed an unbeaten and 
untied season, according to them. 
This is the first one for them in 
many a moon. 

* * * 

They were rated first place 
among high school teams in Ken- 
tucky. This same honor was given 
M „B. A. in Tennessee. 

* * 

While looking over the papers 
we received we noticed that several 
contained humorous columns but 
the majority didn’t contain any 
humorous things at all. The jokes 
that we did find were either old 
or imt the type that we have in 
^e Bulletin. What is the matter ? 

A good joke helps everyone, so 
lets not leave them out of our 
papers. 


